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A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Then crufh this hearbe into Ly finders eic 
Whofc liquor hath this vertuous property. 

To take from thence all error, with his might. 

And make his eie-bals rolle with wonted fi«ht. 

When they next wake, all this derifion & 

Shall feeme a dreame,and fruitlefle vifion. 

And backe to Athens fhall the Louers wend 
With league,whofe date till death fhallneuercnd. 

Whiles 1 in this affaire do thee apply. 

He to my Qucenc.and beg her Indian boy j 
And then 1 will her charmed eie releafe 
From monfter? vie w, and all things (ball be peace. 

Puck . My Fairie Lord,this muft be done with haftc. 

For night fwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faft. 

And yonder fhines Amor as harbinger; 

At whofeapproch,Ghofls wandring heere and there, 
Troope home to Church-yards ; damned fpirits all. 

That in crofle waies and flouds haue burial]. 

Already to their wormy beds are gone ; 

For feare leaft day (hould looke their fhames vpon. 

They wilfully thcmfelucs exile from light. 

And muft for aie confort with blacke browd night. 

Ob. But we are fpirits of another fort : 

I,with the mornings loue haue oft made fport, 

And like a Forreftcr,the groues may tread, 

Euen till the Eaftcrne gate all fiery red, 

Opening on Neptune , with faire bleffed beames, 

Turnes into yellow gold, his fait greeneftreames. 

But notwithftanding hafte,make no delay, 

We may effetft this bufineffe,yet ere day. 

Pnck-V p and downe.vp and downe, 1 will leade them vp 
& downer I am feard in field and towne. Goblin, lead them 
yp and downe : here comes one. Enter Lyfander. 

l>yf. Where art thou,proud ‘ Demetrius ? Speak thou now. 

Rob. Here villaine,drawne and ready. Where art thou? 

Lyf. 
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Lyf.l will be with thee ftraight. 

.Xtfi.Follow me then to plainer ground. 

Efiter Demetrius. 

Deme.LyfanderJ peake againe; 

Thou runaway, thou coward,art thou fled ? 

Speake in fome bufli.Where doft thou hide thy head ? 

Y fo£.Thou coward, art thou bragging to the ftars, 
Tellin° the bufbes that thou look ft for wanes. 

And wilt not come ? Come rccreant.comc thou childc, 
lie whip thee with a rod. He is defil’d 
That drawes a fword on thee. 

D«»e.Yea,art thou there i 

Po Follow my voice, wee’l try no manhood here. Exeunt, 
Lyf.Ue goes before me,and ftill dares me on. 

When 1 come where he callcs,then hee’s gone. 

The villaine is much li ghter heel’d then I ; 

I followed faft,but fafter he did flie ; 

That fallen am I in darke vneuen way. 

And here will reft me, Come thou gentle day t 
For if but once thou Chew me thy gray light, 
lie findc Demetrius and reuengc this fpight. 

'Robin and Demetrius , 

j?o£.Ho,ho,ho ; coward, why com’ft thou notf 
Deme. Abide me,if thou dar’ft.For well I wot. 

Thou tunft before me,Oiifting euery place. 

And dar’ft not ftand,nor looke me in the face. 

Where art thou? 

Rob, Come hither.I am here. 

De.Nay then thou mockft me ; thou flialt buy this deare^ 
If euer I thy faceby day-light fee. 

Now goe thy way : faintnefle conftraineth me. 

To meafure out my length on this cold bed. 

By daiesappioch looke to be vifited, 

Enter Helena. 

Hel. O weary night, 6 long and tedious night* 

F 1 Abacs 
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